
^ TheTwtf Noble KittfhtCfti 

And this the noble Bodie : I am Totted, 

Vtterly loft j My Virgins faith has fled me. 

For if my brother but even now had ask’d me 
Whether I lov’d,I had run mad for « Arcite, 

Now if my Sifter ; More for Talamon, 

Stand both together t Now, come aske me Brother, 

Alas,I know not ; aske me now Tweet Sifter, 

1 may goe looke ; What a meere child is Faucis , 

That having two faire gawdes of equall fweetneffe, 
Cannot difttngm{h,buc muft crie for both. 

Enter Emil, and, 

Emil. How now Sic ? 

Gent. From the Noble Duke your Brother 
Madam, I hring you uewes t The Knights arc come, 

Emil. To end the quarrel! ? 

Gent. Yes. 

Emil. Would I mighc end firft ; 

What fianes have I commitred,chaft ’Diana, 

That my unfpotted youth mull now be foyld 
With blood of Princes ? and my Chaftitie 
Be made the Altar, where the lives of Lovers, 

T wo greater, and two better never yet 
Made mothers joy, muft be the facrifice 
To my unhappy Beautie? 

Enter The fern, EUpolita, Ter it hosts and Attendants, 
Thefeus. Bring ’em in quickly, 

By any mcanes,I long to fce’cin. 

Your two contending Lovers are return’d. 

And with them their faire Knights : No w my faire Sifter, 
You muft love one of them. 

Emil. I had rather both. 

So neither for no y fake Thould fall untimely 

Enter tJHe (J enters* ' Cortih 

TheJ. Whofaw’em? 

Per, I a while. 

Gent. And I, 

T hef. From whence come you Sir ? 
f. From the Ktiights. 
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‘Xhe Two Noble Kinfmevl 




I aev’r faw.nor read of y He that ftands 
n [he fitft place with ^r e ite by his Teeming 
Should be a flout man, by his face a Prince, 

/Hi< very lookesfo fay him) his complexion, 

Earer a browne,than blacke;fterne,and yet noble. 

Which fhewes him hardy, fearclefle,proud of dangers: , 

The circles of his eyes flao w faire within him. 

And as a heated Lyon,fo he lookes ; b 

Hishaite hanos long behind him,blacke and (Tuning 
Tike Ravens wings : his fhoulders broad, and ftrong, 

Armd long and round, and on his Thigh a Syvord 
Hung by a curious Bauldricke ; when he frowncs 
Tofeale his will with, better o’my confcicnce 

. Was never Souldiers friend. 

7 hef. Thou ha’ft well defcribde him, 

<]>cr. Yet a great deale fhort 
Methinkes,ofhim that’s firft with Palamte. 

'1‘hef. Pray fpeake him friend. 

Per . I ghefle he is aPrince too. 

And if it may be,greater;for his fliow 
Has all the ornament of honour in’c:. 

Hee’s fomewhat bigger, then the Knight he lpoke of. 

But of a face far Tweeter ; His complexion 
Ii (as a ripe grape) ruddy : he has felt 
Without doubt what he fightsfor,and To aptev 
To make this caufe his ownc : In’s face appeares 
All the faiie hopes ofwhat he undertakes. 

And when he’s angry, then a fetled valour .... 

(Not tainted with extreames Jruns through his body, 

And guides his arme to brave things: Fcare he cannot, 

He (heWesno.fueh Tofc temper, his head’s yellow. 

Hard bayr’d,and curld, thick? twind like Ivy tops, 

Not to undoe with thunder ; In his face 
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